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SONGS. 



nrothrn* he Wmrt for the I'intnij; Stnrci 

Air — " Sparkling nntl Bright." 

Jfonvy and cold in liis dungeon hold, 

Is tlie yolie of the oppressor ; 
Dark o'er tlie soul is the fell control 

Of tlic stern and dread trnnssrcssor. 

cnoRrs, 

Oil then come nil to bring the thrall 

Up from his deep despairing, 
i\nd out of the jaw of the bandit's law, 

KctaKc the prey lie's tearing. 

lirollicrs be brave for the pining slave, 

From his wife and children riven ; 
■proni every vale their bitter wail 
Goes sounding up to Heaven. 
Then for the life of that poor wife. 

And for those children inning ; 
O ne'er give o'ei till tl-.c chains no more 
Around their linjbs are twininj. 

Gloomy and damp is the low rice swamp, 
AVhere their meagre bands are wasting ; 
All worn and weak, in vain they seek 
For rest, to the cool shade hasting ; 
For drivers fell, like fiends from hell. 

Cease not their savage shouting ; 
And the scourge's crack, from quivering bach. 
Sends up the red blood spouting. 

Into the grave looks only the slave, 
f er rest to bis limbs s-weary ; 
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His siiiiifa liglil comes fiom Uial nislit. 
To us 80 (lark (iml drcnry. 
T Imt Boul shall nurse its licavy ciuso 

Against a dny of terror, 
■Wlicn tlic ligUluing gleam oriiis wralli shuU sUchiii 
Like fire, on the hosts of error. 

Heavy nntl stern ore the bolts which hum 

In the right liand of Jchovali ; 
To smite the strong red arm of wrong, 
And tlasii his temples over ; 
Then on amain to rend the cliaiii, 
Kre burets the vollicd thunder ; 
KIght onward speed till the slave is freed— 
His manacles torn asunder. 



O pity (he filnrc 9folhcr. 

Am—Arabi/s VaughUr, 

I pity the slave mother, careworn and weary, 

Who sighs as she presses her babe to her breast ; 
I lament her sad fate, all so hopeless and dreary, 

I lament for her woes, and hev wrongs unredressed. 
O "Who can imagine licr ii'eart's deep emotion. 

As she thinks of her children about to be sold ; 
You may picture the bounds of tift fbcU girdlcd occair, 

But the grief of that mother can lftver be known. 

The mildew of slavery has blighted each blossom, 
That ever has bloomed in her path-way below ; 

rt has froie every fountain that gushed in her bosora,- 
And chilled her heart's verdure with pitiless woe : 

Iler parents, her kindred, all crushed by oppression 
Her husband still doomed in its desert to stay ; 

Ko »rm to protect from the tyrant's aggression- 
She must weep as she treads on her desolate way.- 

O, slave mother, hope ! see — the nation is shaking ! 

Tlie arm of the Ijord is awake to thy wrong f 
The slave-holdor'a heart now with terror is quaking. 

Kalvation and Mercy to Heaven beloiig! 



Krifiicc, O ifjnifiC ! for (lie r)iil(l tlioti nrl rt-nrin;', 
Mny one (toy liCt U|i Ha uiiiiiuiiaclnd Ibnn, 

While liojio. lothy lirnil, like tlic raiii-.bow so cliccrins, 
Is horn, lilifc Dip ruin how, 'in UI UniiK'St tiul storm. 



Cfiiiip hncl; (o flip inothor! why Iln.rrr nwny 
h'roMi thyi)r)nr liHIr Mind hey, tin; Iciig weary dnyl 
1 iiiiirli every Aioff-teii, I list to cnch lone, 
,\ii<.\ \>-(:niler my i/iollierplinnid leave iiic clone ! 
'I h( re fire voices ct porrow, and voices of glee. 
Kilt lliere's Morn.' to joy or to sorrow with me ; 
h'or e.irli h itli of plewnie anil troidde his sliarc, 
.\nil none fir the j):)Or lilUe hlind hry will cnre. 

My niotlier, coi-.ie h;ick to ine ! clcc to thy breast 
Once more let thy poor little Mind r.nc be pressed ; 
Once more let me U el tliy warm lirealh on niy clieeh, 
.\nd hear thee i;i accents rf tenderness speak! 
<> nioll'.er ! I've no one to love me — no l;f;art 
Can hear liKc ihine own in my sorrows a part, 
No hand is so {.'entle, no voice is so Kind, 
Oh .' none Iil:e a mother can cherish the blind ! 

I'oor blind one ! Xo mother thy ivailins can hear, 

>'o mother can li'.sten to banish thy fear ; 

I'or the Plavc-owncr drives her, o'er mountain and wild. 

.\nd for cue paltry dallar hath sold thee, poor child ! 

-Ml! who can in Itinjnasc of mortals reveal 

Tlie an.c;i!i<!li that none bnt a motl'.er can foci, 

AVhen man in his vile Inst of nianirnou batb trod 

On her child, w ho is stricken and smitten of God ! 

mind, helpless, f,irsa1;en. with strangers alone, 

She hears in her nntriiish liis iiiteousmoan ; 

As heeacerly listens-- hut listens in vain. 

To catch the loved tones of his motlicr again ! 

The cnrse of the broken in spirit shall fall 

On the wretch who liatli minpled this wormwood and pall, 

And liis cnin like a mildew shall blislit and destroy, 

Wlio h.illi torn from liis riir.il'.<'r the Jjittn blind boy ; 



0 
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M'c nrc 4'oinp, nil C'ouio. 

We arc come, nil coitip, with tlic rroAvtled tliroii;. 
'I'o join our notes in n pliiintive sons ! 
For tlic Ijondmiin h\h\», nnil tlic scnldiiig toor 
Hnns down lila clicclt wl\ile we mingle here. 

\Ve ore coine, nil come, with a linllowcd vow, 
.M tlie tdirinc of Blavery never to liow, 
I'or llie despot's rrign o'er liill nnd plain, 
rprends grief imd woe in liis liorrid tri.iii. 

NVr- nrc coine, nil come, a determined beml, 

'I'o rescue the slave from the tyrant's liaiul ; 

And our prayers Hliiill nscend with our sonqs to liini 

■\Vlio sits in the rnidst of the cheruliini. 

\Ve are coin?, cll come, in the slren;itli of youth, 
In the light of hope nnd the power of truth ; 
And we joy to see in our ranks to-duy. 
The honored locks of the good and grey. 

We ore come, nil come, in our holy ini;.ht. 
And ficedom's foes shall be put to flight ; 
Oh God ! with favorin« smiles from Ihee, 
Our songs shall soon chant the victory. 



Vc ^n!«„of FrrcniPii. 

Air — ^larfrilhx Jliupn. 

Ve sons of freemen wa'ue to sadness, 

Ilarli ! hark, what myriads bid you rise ; 
Three millions of our race in madness 
llrcnk out in wails, in bitter cries, 
lireak out in wails, in bitter cries, 
.'Must men whose hearts now bleed with nngiiish, 
Ves, fremblin? slaves in freedoom's land 
Kndurethc lasli, nor raise a hand ? 
.Mii<<» nature 'ncafh the whip-cord limsuish ? 
Have jiity on the slave. 
Take courase from God's word ; 
J'ray on, pray on. all hearts resolved — lluse captive'-, shall he f.ec 
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The fcarfiil slorm— It tlircatcns loTrtilng, 

Wliicli God In mercy lonji dclnys ; 
S)»vc9 yet niny sec tlicir inasters cowering, 
AVlille whole iilnntatioim smohc nnd Maze I 
While ivholc piniitntions rjmoltc and blazs) 
AmX we iiiny no;v prevent the niin, 
Kre lawless foicc with Rullty stride 
Shall scatter vengeance for and wide— 
With untold crimes their hands cnibruing. 
Have pity on the slave ; 
Tahe courage from God'a word ; 
Pr»y on.pray on, all hearts resolved— these captives shall b» Tre». 

With Inxiiry and wealth surror.ndcd, 

The southern masters proudly dare. 
With thirst of gold and power unbounded, 
To mete and vend God'j li[,hi and air! 
To nielc and vend God's ligiit and air j 
Lilce beasts of burden, slaves arc loaded. 
Till life's poor toilsome day is o'er ; 
While they in vain forriglit implore ; 
And shall they longer still be ( ordcd 7 
Have pity on the slave ; 
Take courage from God's word ; 
Toil on, toil on, all hearts resolved these captives shall be fr*e 

O Liberty ! can man e'er bind thee ? 

Can overseers quench thy flame ? 
Can dungeons, bolts, or bars conJine thee, 
Or threats thy Heaven born spirit tame ? 
Or threats thy Heaven born spirit tame 1 
Too long the slave has groaned bewailin; 
The power these heartless tyrants wield ; 
"i'ct free them not by sword or shield, 
For with men's hearts they're unavailing ; 
Ilave pity on the slave : 
Take courage from God's word ; 
Toil on! toil on ! all hearts resolved— these captives slitl] bt 
fr#»/ 
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The JLIbcrir ISall. 

AiK—Rtiin tht J7«|*. 

Como ftU yo true frlonds of the nation, 

Attend to bumanity'a call ; 
Come aid the poor slave's liberation, 
And roll on the liberty boll— 
And roll on the liberty ball— 
Como aid the poor slaves liberattoa^ 
And roll on the liberty ball. 

The Liberty hosts are advancing-? 

For flrecdomto all they declare i 
The down-trodden millions are sighing— 

Come, break up our gloom of despair. 

Como breakup our gloom of despair, dtc. 

Ye Democrats, come to the rescue. 

And aid on the liberty cause, 
And millions irill rise up and bless you 

With heart-cheering songs of applause^ 
With heart-cheering songs, &c. 

Ve Whigs forsake slaverj-'s minions. 

And boldly step into our ranks ^ 
We core not for party opinion?, 

But invite all the friend* o{ |he bpnks,— 

And invito all the friends of the banks, Ac. 

And when we have formed the blest union 

We'll firmly march on, one ond all— 
We'll sing -when we meet in communion^ 

And roll on the liberty -ball, 

And roll on the liberty ball, &c. 

The StrauBn nud bim Vriepid. 

A poor ivayfaring man of grief. 
Hath often crossed me on my way. 

Who sued so humbly for relief, 
That I could never answer nay ; 
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I Unil not power to nek liln name, 
WItilher lie went or whence tie came ; 
Vet tlipi c wassomelliing in Ills eye, 
Which won my love, 1 Jincw not why. 

Once, wlien niy econty menl wno opreml, 

He entered— not a wonl lie simke— 
Just perishing for want of hread, 

I gave him all ; he hlessod it, Lrahe, 
And ate, but gave me part again : 
Mine Avas an ongel's portion then, 
For while I fed with eager haste. 
The crust was manni to my taste. 

'Twus iiiglit. The floods were out, it blew 

A winter hurricane aloof: 
I heard his voice abroad, and flew 

To bid him welcome to my roof; 
1 warmed, I clothcil, I cheered my guest, 
I laid him cn my couch to rest : 
Then made the ground my bed, raid seemed 
In Kden'3 garden while I dreamed. 

t 

1 saw him bleeding in his chains, 

And tortured 'neatli the driver's lash. 
His sweat fell fast along the plains. 

Deep dyed from many a fearful gash: 
Rut I in bonds remembered him. 
And strove to free each fettered limb. 
As with my tears I washed his blood. 
Me hebaiitized with mercy's flood. 

I saw him in the negro pew, 

Ilishead hung low upon his breast. 
His locUs were wet with drops of dew. 

Gathered while he for entrance pressed 
Within those aisles, whose courts are given 
That black and white may reach one heaven; 
And 8S 1 meekly sought his feet, 
ffe smiled and made a throne my seat. 
A"-" 
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In prison I oa>v lilin next condemneil 
To meet a traitor's doom at morn; 
Tlic tide or lying tonsncs I stemmeil, 
And liouored liim 'midst sUamc and scorn. 
My fricndstiips utmost zeal to try, 
IIo asked if I for him would die; 
Tli» llcsU was wcalt, my blood ran cliill, 
But the free spirit cried, " I will." 

Tlien in a moment to my \icw. 

The stranger darted from disguise; 
The toliens in his hands I knew. 

My Savior stood before my eyes ! 
lie spolse, and my poor name lie named— 
" Of me thouhast not been ashamed, 
These deeds shall thy memorial be; 
Fear not thou did'st it unto mc." 



The Scaxonfit 

Four seasons malic up all the days of the year ; 
If you'd know what they are,th?n come hither and hear. 
How in order tliey pass, and wliat presents thry. liring ; 
'J'hc Summer, the Autumn, the Winter aud Spring. 

%Vhcn the young leaves just peep from their buds cn the spray, 
When the primrose and thorn-blos!>om blow by the way, 
WHien the thrush and the lark are beginning to sing. 
Then know 'tis the season, the season of Spring. 

When the lily shoots up with its beautiful flowers, 
"When the jassamine hangs in thick wreaths on tl;c bower. 
When the moss-rose is blooming and scenting the air, 
Tis Summer, sweet Summer, and sunshine is there. 

When the last corn is bowed, 'tween the showers, on the hill. 
When the flowers are all gone, and the evenings are chill ; 
When the leaves, one by one, fall away from the trees. 
Then Autumn is come, with his clouds and his breeze. 

When the snow-flake skim^down, and the strong winde do 
blow, 
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And tlK Icicles hang o'er the ttrcamlat below ; 

When the woods arc all bare, and the birds tins no mora, 

"Tis Winter, cold Winter, the last of the four. 



Stvisa Bojr, 

Come away, C(Jhic away, now my merry Swl»8 
To the fields bright witJ» dew wc w ill stray; 
The sun is up, the sity is dear, 
And the morning bird's sweet song wo hear : 
Come away, come away, now my merry Swiss 
To tlie fields brifiht with dew wc will stray. 

Come away, come away, now my merry Swiss 
To the fields bright with dew we will stray; 
The new mown hay now fills the air, 
And the wild rose sheds its fragrance there : 
Come away, come away, now my merry Swiss 
To the fields bright with dow wc will stray. 



Tlic Oardrncr with bis ahoTClt 

When sweet breathed Jlay the earfh salutes, 
And tree and shrub put forth their shoots, 
IIow busily about their roots. 
The gardener plies his shovel ! 

He loosens well the rich black soil, 
He kills the weeds that crowd and spoil 
His dear young plants; — with cheerfUl toil 
The gardener plies his shovel. 

The brook for him sweet murmuring makes, 
The feathered choir its concert wakes, 
The ling'ring zephyr, soft, o'ertakes 
The gardener with his shovel. 

Ths buds and flowers, and each sweet slcltt, 
Ris inmost sense and soul's delight, 
And day by day, from mom Hill night, 
Ths gardener wl h Mn shivel. 



I Boy, 
(Girl, 

(Boy, 
{Girl, 

I Boy, 
<Cixl, 

I Boy. 
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Orcr tbo Monntaln. 

Over the mountain, and over the moor. 

llunpry and weary I wonder forlorn; 
My f<ithcr is dead, and my mother is poor, 
And 8lie grieves for the days that will neter return; 
Give mo some food for my mother in charity; 
Give mo some food and then I will begone. 
Pity Ulnd gentlemen, friends of humanity. 
Cold blows tho wind and night's coming on, 

Call mo not indolent hcsgar and bold enough, 
Fain would 1 leorn both to knit and to sew; 
I've two little brothers at home, when they're old enougk, 
They will work hard for the gifts you bestow. 
Pity, Uiud gentlemen friends of humanity, 
Cold blows the wind, and *hp night's coming on; 
Give mc some food for my mother in charity, 
Glvp mc some food, 'and then I will begone. 



«IInil! All Kail! Tbon merry month of Rlny* 

Ilail 1 all hail I thou merry month of Moy 1 
Wo will hasten to the woods pway, 
Among the flowers so sweet and gay ; 

Tlicn away to hail the merrj'i merrj- May, 

The merry, merry May. 

Hark ! hark ! hark ! To hail the"month of May, 
How the songsters warble on the spray I 
And we will be a^lithe as they; 
Then away, to hail, &c. 

Banriw.. 

Seo where the rising sun, 

In splendor decks the skies. 
His daily course begun, 

Haste, and arise. 
O, como with me where violets bloom. 

And fill the air with sweet perfume, 
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And where like diamonds totlioaiglu, 
Dow drops sparkle bright. 

Fair is the face of morn ; 

Why should your oyolids keep 
Closed when tlic night is gone? 

Wake from your sleep? 
Oh, who would slumber in his bod 

When darkness from his couch has fled ; 
And when the lark ascends on high. 

Warbling songs of joy? 
Fair is tho face, &c. 



The Strim Toy Girl. 

I've come across the sea, 

I've braved every danger. 
For a brother dear to me ! 

From Swiss land a ranger. 
Then pity, assist and protect a poor stranger. 

And buy a little toy of poor Rose of Lucerne. 
And buy, &c. 

Come round me, ladies fair, 

I've ribbands and laces, 
I've trinkets, rich and rare, 

To add to the graces. 
Of waist, neck, or arm, 

Or your sweet pretty faces. 
Then buy, &c. 

I've paint, and I've perfume. 

For those who may choose them ; 
Young ladies, I presume 

You all will refuse them; 



MISCELLANEOUS KONG*. 

Tho bloom on your check 
Shows that you never u«o them. 
Yot buy, &c. 

I've a cross to ninko you snmrt, 

On your breast you may bear u 
Just o'er your little heart, 
I advise you to wear it. 
And I hope that no other 
Cross e'er will come near it. 
To buy a little toy of poor Rose of Luc.rn,. 
Yes, yoe, I do. 

A Beacon bo. b<*«» l'**-**^- „ 

Air— "Blue eyed Mary. 

A beacon has been lighted. 

Bright as the noon day sun; 
On worlds of mind benighted, 
Its rays are pouring down ; 
Full many a shrine of error. 

And many a deed of shame. 
Dismayed has shrunk in tenon 
Before the ligthed flame. 

Victorious, on, victorious. 

Proud beacon onward haste; 
'Till floods of light all glorious. 
Illume the moral waste. 

Oppression foul has foundered. 

The demon gasps for breath; 
His rapid march is downward. 

To evoriasting death. 
Old ago and youth united, 

His works shall prostrnt* hurl. 
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And so«n hiinsolf, nflrighicd, 
.''Inill hurry from this world, 

Victarious, on, victorious. &lc.. 

Proud liberty untiring, 

Strikes ot tho aionstor-H hcnrt) 
Henoath hor blows expiring, 

IIo droads lior woll-ainicd dart, 
llrr blows — we'll pray "God spjcd" thoni, 

Oppression to despoil ; 
And Iiow wo fought for freedom, 

l,ct future ages toll. 

Victorious, on, victorious, &.c. 

'Winter Song* 

Now the summer days are past, 
Pleasant fruits and painted floworj, 

Hoar the cold and cheorloss blast 
Whistling thro' the Icafloss bowers. 

Silent is the insect's hum 

Now tho wintry time has come, 

Short and gloomy, arc the days; 

Oft tho storm roars round our dwellinff; 
How the snow fills up the ways ! 
List tho winds of sorrow telling. 
Telling of the shivering poor, 
0 what hardships they endure! 

Come around the pleasant firo, 
See how sprightly it is burning! 

Evening lights the tall church spire; 
All are to their homos returning : 

Lot us try to spend it well, 

'Till W3 hear its cloning bell, 
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Soon llic spring of life will end: 
Fnst our youthful days arc flying: 

To lUo grave our footsteps lond, 
Wlioro tlio frozen snows nrc lying: 

Father, when our ago is pant, 

0 receive our souls at last. 

The Fagilivc. 

Au—"Itjnny jDcmn." 

A noble man of sable brow 
Came to my humble coltago iloor. 
With cautious, weary step and si w, 
And asked if I could food the poor; 
He bogged if I had aught to give. 
To help the panting fugitive. 

1 told him he had fled away 

From his kind master, friends, andhoit e; 
That ho was black, a slave astray, 
And should return as ho had come ; 
That I would to his master give 
The gtraying villain fugitive. 

He fell upon his trembling knee 
And claimed ho was a brother man, 
That I was bound to set him free, 
According to the Gospel plan; 
And if I would God's grace receive. 
That I must help the fugitive. 

Ho showed the stripes his master gave, 
Tlie festering wound the sightless eye, 
Tho common badges of the slave. 
And if I nothing had to give, 
1 should not stop the fuj[itivij. 
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Ho owned his was a sablo sk;in^ 

Tiiat which his Maker first had given : 

But mino would bo a darker sin, 

Tliat would oxcludo my soul from hoavon ; 

And if I would God's grace roceivo, 

I should relieve tho i'ugitivo. 

I bowo<l and took tlio stranger in, 

And gavo liim n^eat and drink, and rest, 

I hope that God forgave my sin. 

And made mo with that brother blest; 

I am resolved, long as I live, 

To help tho panting fugitive. 

The War to Contcntmrnl. 

Lot lis with a cheerful mind, 
. Lead our life uprightly ; 

Virtue's paths o'er taking. 

All :hat 's ill forsaking. 

Come let us all unite in this, 
And so contentment we'll possess, 
And then we'll all bo glad, glad, glad,* 
And then we'll all be glad. 

Let us banish lust and pride, 
Living pure and humble ; 
Given to all well doing, 
Every vice eschewing; 
Come let us all, &c. 

Let us ever cherish truth, 
Truth is worth possessing; 
Let us live uprightly. 



*A\ the words fflad, glad, glad, tho liandsftf* toh« rlapjied. 
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Hourly, daily, nightly. 

Como lot us all, &c> 
Lot us sook in oil wo do, 
Solid, Insting ticasuro; 
Good wo e'er may cherish, 
Good that will not porish. 

Como let us all, &c. 

Patriotic Soiij. 

Friends, we bid you wolcomo hor*. 

Freedoms sacred causo rovero; 
Daily breathe a broath sincere. 
For them who suffer wrong. 
Fear not lest your hope should fail. 

Truth is strong and must prevail. 
What though foos our causo assail. 
They'll never prosper long. 

Who is ho devoid of shame, 

Justice for himself would claim, 
Yet deny to all the same. 
Through vain and selfish pride ? 
Friends, you long our hearts have known. 

You're not left to fight alone; 
Wo will make the causo our own. 
For ileaven is on our side. 

Who would live, to live in vain, 
Live alono for worldly gainT 

Spending days and nights in pain 

For some ignoblo end? 
Wo would hope to leave behind. 

Better times than now wo find; 
Rotter bo it for mankind. 

That we hove lived their friend, 
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iritc Poor IjIuIc Slavr. 

O |»ity iho poor little slnvo, 

Who labors hnrd llirougli all llic day — 
And lias no ono, 
Whon day is doiio, 
To toacii his youthful honrt to pray. 

No words of lovo — no fond ombrncc — 
No smiles from parents kind and dear; 

No loars nro shed 

Around his bed, 
Wiien fever's rago and death is near. 

None fool for him when heavy chains 
Are fastened to his tender liiflb; 
No pitying oycs, 
No sympathies, 
No prayers are raised to heaven for hiin. 

Yes, I will pity the poor slave, 
And pray that ho may soon bo free; 

Tliat ho at last, 

Wlien days arc past, 
In Jioavcn may have Jiis liberty, 

StrHsc for liibort}-. 

Ain — "Scots irha Jiac." 
Rons of Freedom's honored sir"i, 
Light anew your beacon fires, 
Fight till every foe retires 

From your hallowed soil. 
Sons of Pilgrim fathers blest, 
Vilgrim mothers gono to rnst, 
Lislrin to tlioir high bohost, 

.■^triko for I/ibf rtv. 



Alinistors of God to mon, 
llooil yo not the nation's siji? 
Hoavon's blessing can yo win 

If yc fiiUer now? 
Moii of blood now nsk your voto, 
O'er your heads lUoir banner's float ; 
^tiiso, Oh raise the warning noto, 

God and duly call! 

Men of justice bold and brave, 
To the ballot-box and save 
• Freedom jfrom her opening grave-- 
Onwordl brothers on { 
rhristian patriots, tried and true, 
Freedom's eyes ;iow turn to you ; 
J'^oos are many, arc yo few] 
Gideon's God is yours. 



The flligUt wirt.i the RigU** 

May every year but draw more near 
The time" wjion strife shall cease, 
And truth and loye all hearts shall move, 

To live in joy and pence. 
Now sorrow reigns, and earth complains, 
For folly still her power maintains ; 
But the day will yet appear. 
When the might with the right and the truth shall be, 
And come what there may. 
To stand in the way. 
That day the world shall see. 

Lot good men ne'er of truth dospnir, 

Though humble efforts fall 5 
pill glyenot o'er until oner more 
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The righteous causo prevail. 
Ill vain, nnd long enduring wrong, 
Tho wonk may strive against the stroiin;. 
But tho day shall yet &c, 

Though interest pleads that noble deeds 

Tiie world will not regard; 
To litoblo minds that duty binds, 

No sacrfJco is hard. 
Tho brave and true may seem but few , 
Uut Iiopo has bettor things in view ; 
And the day will yet, &c. 



Artlfl fnng Hfn6 nt School. 

Sliall school acquaintance be forgot, 

And never brought to mind? 
Shall school acquaintance be forgot. 
And days of aiild lang syno. 
For auld lang syne at school. 
We'll have a thought of kindness yet, 
For auld lang syno. 

Wo oft havo run about tho fields, 

And culled the flowers fine ; 
We'll lie'er forgiot these hours, when they 

Are auld lang syno. 
Tot auld- lang S}'ne, &c. 

We oft have, choor-^d oadi other's task. 

From morn till day'V decline ; 
But memory*^B night shall novpr rest 

On auld lang syne. 
For auld lang syne, <kc.- 
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'riiou Ittko tho liand that now ia wnnii. 

Within a hand of thino; 
No distant doy shall loso tlio grn9i» 

Of auld lung sync, 

For auld lang sync, &.c. 

IVdcoino to school. . 

Cunio whore joy and gladness 

Maho each youthful stranger a welcome guest; 
Como where grief and sadness 
Will not find a dwelling in your breast. 
Time with us will pass away, 
AVilh books, or work or healthful piny; 
Sometimes with a cheerful song, 
Tho happy hours wili glide along. 

thus our days employing, 

Wo are always learning some useful thing ; 
These pursuits enjoying, 

Merrily together we will sing. 
Tho' in sports wc take delight 
We also love to read and write ; 
Those who teach us, too wo prize, 
Who strive to mako us good and wiso._ 
Como where joy and gladness, &c. 



The Strawbprrj-* 

In tho thick and grassy wood, 
Where tho sunny streaks aro breaking, 
And the birds their songs aro waking. 
Where tho fragrant flowers repose. 
There tho pretty strawbciry grows. 

Toll mc, strawberry, fresh and sweet. 
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Who mado all your rod so shining, 
Like the crimson sun declining, 
And who gavo you your pleasant amoH I 
Toll mo pretty strowberry, toll. 

It was God who mado you so-^ 
Ho your lovely color brightens, 
Ho your charming odor heightens ; 
Humblo vines and lofty wood, 
Ever tolls us, "God -is good." 

Xo Spirits of the Free, 

Am—" My faith looks w;< to thee." 
Ye spirits of tho free, 
Can yo forever soo. 

Your brother man 
A'yoked and scourged slave. 
Chains dragging to his grave, 
And raise no hand to save ? 

Say if you can. 

In pride and pomp to roll, 
Shall tyrants from the soul 

God's image tear. 
And call the wreck their own, — 
While, from tho eternal throne. 
They shut the stifled groan. 

And bitter praj'er? 

Shall he a slave be bound. 
Whom God hath doubly crowned 

Creation's lord? 
Shall men of Christian name. 
Without a blush of shame. 
Profess their tyrant claim 

From God's own word? 



MISCELLANEOUS ROXOS. 

No! at tUo battle cry, 
A host proparod to dio, 

Shall arm for fight-- 
But not with martial stool, 
Grasped with a murderous loal } 
No arms their foes shall feel, 

But love and light. 

t^rm on Jehovah's laws, 
Strong in their righteous cause, 

Thoy march to save. 
And vain the tyrant's mail. 
Against their battle-hail, 
Till cease the woo and wail 

Of tortured slave ! 

The Paper Kousc. 

Gentle neighbors, wherefore laugh, 
When tho wind like idle chaff. 
Blows aVB-ay my careful pile- 
Is it worth your smile? 

Oh ! ye build your towers of air. 
Morning sees them tall and fair; ) 
But when shuts tho eye of day- 
Tell me whore are they? 

Read ye not a lesson here. 
Ye who fashion's temples rear? 
Know ye not their columns must 
Crumble soon to dust? 

Why, Oh %vhy then will you laugh 
When the wind like idle chaff 
Blows away my careful pile- 
Is it worth your smile? 
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Wake 70 IVaiubcnt 

Air— StWA* th$ CymliaU. 

Wa!io yc numbers 1 from your olumbcra, 

Hear tho sons or Trcodom pour I 
Flags arc waving, all tyrants braving, 

Proudly, freely, o'er our plains ; 
By its shaking, fiercely breaking, 

Every chain upon our shore. 
Let no minions chock our pinions. 

While a single grief remains. 
Proud oblations, Queen of nations ! 

Have been poured upon thy waters ; 
Anic's bleeding sons and daughtero, 

Now before us, loud implore us, 
Looking to Jchovoli's tliron( ; 

Chains arc wearing, hearts despairing, 
Will ye hear a nations moan? 

Soothe tlieir sorrow, ere tlio morrow 
Change their aching hearts to stone : 

Then tho light of nature's smile 
Freedom's realm shall bless the while ; 

And the pleasure mercy brings 

Flow from all her latent springs ; 
Delight shall spread her shining wings, 

Rejoicing, Rejoicing, Rejoicing. 
Daily, nightly, burning brightly. 

Glory's pillar fills the air ; 
Hearts are waking, chains arc breaking. 

Freedom bids her sons prepare : 
O'er the ocean, in proud devotion. 

Incense rises to the skies ; 
From our mountains, o'et our fountains. 

See, our Eagle proudly flies I 
What deploring impedes his soaring 1 

Millions still in bondage sighing ! 
Long in deep oppression lying ! 
Shall their story mar our glory 1 

Must their life in sorrow flow 1 
Tears arc falling ! fetters galling I 

Listen to tlie cry of woe I 

B 
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t^iill oiipicssiiig ! never lilcHsliis! 

Sh»llHieir grief no eiullug Know ? 
Yes ! our nation yet almll reel ; 
Time shall breaU llic chain of steel ; 
Then the slave sli.ill nohly stand ; 
I'eacc shall Hmilc with lustre hlnnil ; 
(tlory slmll crown our hippy lanil— 
Forever. 

Hons or the C'oitlr <Siiiis<* 

^■ee these iioor smils frnn Afriea, 

■IVnnsporloil to Anii'rica, 
We are stolen, an<l sdM to (ieor!;,i;i, will yiMi so alou? with mu? 
AVc are tstolcii xnil soUl to Geori'ia, ,:;o soiuiil the juhilcc. 

Sec wives anJ huK'iaiiilssnUl ap:ot. 

The chililltu's? Ki rtMiiisj !— it I leahs iny l.eurt ; 

There's A Vriter ilay a coniiui:, will you po along with mc? 

There's a better iloy a cuinin^', sjo sountl tl.e juliUe. 

O gracious I.onl ! whr n shall it 1 e. 

That wc poor souls shall all Le ficc ? 
Loril, break them Slavery powers—will ytui ?o along with me? 
Ixird, break them Slavery powers, go sound the jubilee. 

llear Lord ! dear Lord ! when Slavery'll cease. 

Then wc i)oor souls can have cur j>eacc ; 
There's a belter day a coraing, will you go along with nic? 
There's a belter day a coming, go scund the jubilee. 



The Slnvc'^M I^nmcutntiout 

• Air — Lonff, lung ogo: 
VPhere are the friends that to nic were so dear, 

Long, long ago— long ago ! 
Wl.ere are the hopes that my heart used to cheer ? 

Long, long ago— lous ego ! 
1 am degraded, for man was niy foe, 

♦This son? is snid to 1 e sung by Slii ves, as Ihcy are chained in 
punts, whrij p.irliiis from fi)on<'B for the tar off South — children 
t.'>k<'n frrm pr.rci.is. busbam's fif.ni wi\rs. anil hi others fn..m 
aitt-rv. 
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Fiimiils thai I loved in the (jravc nrc laid low, 
•All hoi>c of freedom lialli fled fioin me now. 

Lci)3, long ngo—lons, long ngo! 

.Sudlj- my wife hr.wcd her bcaiitiftd head— 

liOijg. long ago— long ngo I 
Oh, how I wept when I found she was dead ! 

Long, long ngo— long ago ! 
She was niy angel, my love and niy iiridc— 
V«inly to save lier from torture I tried, 
I'oor broken heart ! She rejoiced as she dicil, 

Long, long ago— long, long ago ! 

Let nie locK back cn the days of my youth— 
Long, long ago— long ago! 

Master withheld from me knowicdgc and tnilh— 
Long, long ago— long ago ! 

Crushed all the hopes of my earlicbt day, 

Sent mo from father and mother awuy— 

Forbade mc to read, nor allowed mo to pray- 
Long, long ago— long, long ego ! 

TJbc Itf*rcarc:1 JVIotfarr. 

Ain— Kathleen OWoore. 

Oh deep was the anguish of the slave isothcr's heart. 
When called from her darling for ever to part ; 
f-o grieved that ionc mother, that licart broken mother, 
In sorrow aud woe. 

The lash of the master her deep sorrows mock. 
Vliile the child of her bosom is sold on the block ; 
Yet loud shrieked that mother, poor heart broken mother, 
In sorrow and wee. 

The babe in return, for its fond mother cries, 
While the sound of theii waitings, together arise ; 
They shriek for each other, the child and the mother. 
In sorrow and woe. 

The harsh auctioncfr to sympathy cold. 

Tears the babe from its mother and sells it for gold ; 
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While Ihc Infant and mother, louil shi ick for each other, 
In sorrow and woe. 

At U^t catno the vartlng of mother and cliiUt. 
llvr brain reeled with madness, that mother was \vild ; 
Then the lash could net smother the shrieks of that mother. 
Of sorrow and woe, 

The child was borne off to a far distant clime, 
While the mother was left in anguish to pine ; 
But reason departed, and she sank broken hearted. 
In sonow and woe. 

That poor niouniing mother, of reason Vcrcft, 
Soon ended her i^iorrows and sank cold in death : 
TJius died that slave motlicr, poor heart broken moll cr, 
lu sorrow and woe. 

Oil ! list ye kind mothers to the cries of the slave ; 
The parents and children implore you to save j 
Go! rescue ihc mothers, the sisters aud brothers, 
From sorrow and woe. 

We're Cotuiug! We're Comin;;! 

Air — Kintoeh of Kinlock. 
We're coming, we're coming, the fearless and free, 
Like the winds of the desert, the waves of the sea ! 
Tru« scn3 of brave sires who battled of yore. 
When England's proud lion ran wild on our shore ! 
We're coming, we're coming, from mountain and glen. 
With hearts to do battle for freedom again ; 
Oppression is trembling as trembled before. 
The .Slavery which fled from ci:r fathers of yore. 

We're coming, we're coming, withbaimcrs unfurled. 
Our motto Is freedom, our country the world ; 
Our watchword is liberty— tyrants beware ! 
yor the liberty army will bring you despair ! 
We're coming, we're coming, we'll come from afar, 
Our standard we'll nail to humanity's car ; 
With shoutings we'll raise it. In triumph to wave. 
A trophy of conquest, or shroud for the brave. 
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Then nrrufic yc, 1 rave l.cmte, to llic rrscitc come on ! 
The niaii ftcnling nriiiy we'll surely :nit down ; 
•nicy nro crusliing Uiclr millicns; liut soon tliey must yielJ, 
Vnrfrfcmen liavc rlsftt and tal;en tlic ficlil. 
'J'Jii-n oroiisc yc ' arouse yc ! the fearless ami free, 
liilic the witiila cf tlie ilcscrt,tlic waves of llie sea ; 
l,cl llic nortli, west, and cast, to tlie sca-tcatcn shore, 
Hesonnd with a liberty triumji/i once more. 

Tbc Clarion of Freedom. 

The clurioii. the clLf!on of Freedom now sounJs, 
Vrom tlK5 cast to the west Iiidcpcndciicc rcsoumls ; 
from the hills, and the strs.ims, and the fur distant sUics, 
Let the sliout Independence from .Slav'ry arise. 

The army— the army have taken the field, 

And tlx Lilicity hosts never, never will yield ; 

Ky free principles strengthened, each bosojn now glows, 

And with ardor ijumortal llis strngglc they close. 

The armor, the armor that girds every breast. 
Is the hope of deliverance for millicns oppressed ; 
O'er the tears, and the sivjhs, and the wronss of tlie 
Nee tlic white flag of fjccdom triumphantly wave. 

Tlieconlliit— llie conflict will shortly 1)C o'er, 
Ain\ tlip demon of slavery shall ndc us no more ; 
Anil the laurels of victory shall surely reward 
The heroes immortal who've conquered for God. 



Wake, Sonm of the Pilgrims. 

Wake sons of the PiJjrinis; and look to yourriilit! 
The despots of .Slavery arc up in their might ; 
Indulge nut in sleep, it's like digging the graves 
Of blood-purchased freedom — 'tis yielding liks slaves. 
Then halloo, halloo Iwlloo to the contest, 
Awake from your slumbers, no longer dcla.v, 
l!ut struggle fjr freedom, while struggle you may- 
Then rally, rally, rally, rally, rali;% rally. 
While our forests shall wave'cr while rushes a river. 
Oh. jii lil n t your Mtth-ri'.ht ! riinint;tin it forever! 
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Whlic, Sens of tlic Pilerinis ! wliy slmnlicr yc on? 
Your chains nro now rurgiiig, ycur fiUf^i s arc ilonc ; 
Oh! Rlccp not, like Snnison, on Slavery's roul urni, 
For, Ucliliih like, she's now planning your harm. 
Then halloo, hulloo, halloo, to the contest I 
Awoke from your sleeping— nor slunib/r ogain. 
Once bound in your fvttcrfi, you'll stnisglo in vain ; 
Then rally, rally, roily, rally, rally, rally- 
While your eye balls may move, O wuke up now, or never— 
Wake, rrccmcn ! awake, or you're ruincil forever! 

Yes, rrccmcn ore waking ! we fling to the breeze. 
The bright flag of freedom, the banner of Peace ; 
Thu slave long fiirgotten, forlorn, and alone, 
W'c hail as a brolhcr— cur OAvn mtiil;ev's stn ! 
'Hien halloo, hulloo, halloo, to the contest : 
For freedom we rally— for freedom to all — 
To rescue the slave, and ourselves too from throll. 
We rally, rally, roily, rally, rally, rally- 
While a slave shall rem.-iin, bound, the weak by the stronger. 
We will never disband, but strive harder and Ioniser. 

Tbc Yniikvc Cjirl. 

She sings by her wheel at that low cottage door. 
Which the long cvenin; shadow is »trcicliing before ; 
With a nuisiic as sweet as the music which seems 
Breathed softly and faintly in the ear of our dreams ! 

How brilliant and mirthful the light of her eye, 
Like a star glancing out from the blue of the sky ! 
And lightly and freely her dark tresses play 
O'er a brow and a bosom as lovely as they ! 

Who comes in his pride to that low cottage door — 
1 be haughty and rich to the humble and poor? 
"Tis the great Southern planter—the master who waves 
His whip of doniiuion o'er hundieds of slaves. 

" Nay, lillcn— for shame ! Let those Yankee fools spin. 
Who would puss for our slaves witii a change of their skin : 
Let iheui toil as Ihcy will at tRe loom or the wheel, 
Ttii> slupid f jr shame, anil too vulvar to P'ol ! 
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Hut llioii art luo lovcl>- nml precious n Rcm 
To 1)0 bounJ to tlieir buriU-iis nml auUicil I»y tlicni— 
Kor slinmc, Kllcn, liainc !— cast tliy boiulogc asulc, 
And away to the Soiitli, as iiy blessing and pride. 
1,1, , 

Oil, come where no w.yil'A ihy rof/tateim c;in wrong. 
Hut where flowers ore idossoming oil the year lorij;, 
Where the shade or the palm tree is over my home, 
And the lemon and orange arc white in tlieir blocm ! 

Oh, come to my home, where my servants shall all 
Depart at Ihy bidding and cumc at thy call ; 
They shall hceil thee as mistress with trembling i nd awe, 
And oath wish of thy heart shall be fell as u law." 

Oh, could ye have seen her—that pride of our girls— 
^\ri^:cand cast back the dark wealth of her curls, 
With a scorn in her eye which the jrazer could fuel. 
And a glance like the sunshine that flashes on steel : 

" Go back, haughty .Soiilhwu ! thy treasures of gold 
Arc dim with the blood of the hearts thou hast sold ! 
'I'hy home may be lovely, but round it I hear 
'I'iic crack of the whip anti the footsteps of fear ! 

.\nd tlic sky of thy .'iniith may be blighter than ours, 
.Xnd gicener thy liimlKcaprfj, iinil fairer thy flowers ; 
Hut, dearer Hie blast round nur nuuiiilains which raves, 
'I han the swi^ct summer zephyr which breathes over slaves 

Full low at thy biddiii;,' thy negroes may kneel. 
With the iron of bondage on spirit and heel ; 
Yet know that the Yankee girl sooner would be 
III fc/trrs with t/itm, than in freedom wiih tht* !" 



M'c'rc for Freedom through «hc I<»Hd. 

We arc coming, we arc coming ! freedom's battle is bejun ! 
Xo hand shall furl her banner ere her victory be won ! 
Our shields are locked for liberty, and mercy goes before : 
Tyrants troniMo in your citadel! oppression shall be o'er. 
Wc will vote for Frf-eili ni. 
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Wo Will vote for Frccilom, 
We're for Liberty and Justice, 
Auil for Freedom througU the land. 

We havoliatvcd, dark and deep, for *ho fetter and tlictliong ; 
We bring light for prisoned. spirits, for-'tbo captive's wail a •ong; 
Wc are coming, wo are coming ! and " No league with tyrant 
men," 

Is emblazoned on our banner, while Jehovah loads the van t 
Wo will vote for Freedom, &c. 

Wc are coming, we are coming ! but we wield no hattle brand ; 
Wo are armed with truth and justice, with God'a charter in our 
hand ; 

And our voico which swells for frccdom—ftcedom now and ever 

. more- 
Shall be heard as ocean's thunder, when they burst upon the shore! 
We will vole for Freedom, &c. 

Be patient, O, be patient ! yc suffering ones of earth I 
Denied a glorious heritage— our common right by birth ; 
With fettered limbs and spirits, your battle shall bo won ! 
O be patient— we are coming ! sulFcr on, suffer on ! 

We will vote for Freedom, &c. 

Wc arc coming, we arc coming ! not as comes the tempest'* 
wrath, 

When the frown of desolation sits brooding o'er its path ; 
But with mercy, such as leaves his holy signet- light upon 
The air in lamhent beauty, when the darkened storm is gone. 
Wo will vote for Freedom, &c. 

0, be patient in your misery ! be mute in your despair I 
While your chains are giinding deeper, there's a voice upon tlie 
air I 

Y« shall feel its potent echoes, ye shall hear its lovely sound. 
We are coming ! we are coming I bringing freedom to the bound! 
Wc will vote for Freedom, &c. 
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Tlin BcrcaTCil Fntlioi'. 

Vc'vo gone fioni iiic, iny Roitlc ones, 
Witli all your tliouta of mirlli ; 

A silence i9 within my walls, 
A ilai Uncss round iny hearth. 

Woe to the lienrtslhal heard, unmoved, 
Tlie mother's nn^utsh'd sln iek I 

And mock'd, with tiiiintins scorn, the tea 
That bathed a father's chceJt. 

Woe to the hands that tore you hence, 

My Innocent and good ! 
Nt.t e'en the tigress of the wild, 

Tluis tears her fellow's brood. 

1 list to hear your soft sweet toncp, 

Upon the morning air j 
1 gaze amidst thetwilii.'I.t's gloom. 

As if to find you there. 

13iit you no more come bounding forth 

To meet me in your glee ; 
And when the evening shadows full, 

Vc arc not at my knee. 

Your forms are aye before my oyps, 

Your voiceaon my car. 
And all things wear a thought of you, 

Hut you no more arc here. 

You were the glory of my life. 

My blessing and my pride ! 
1 half forgot the name of slave, 

When you were by my side ! 

\Vce for your lot, ye doomed ones ! woe, 

A seal is on yo'ir fute I 
And shame, and toil, and wretchedness. 

On all your steps await ! 

2* 
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Ilnrk ! I hmr " noiiiiiI of Aii«ul"li' 

IlM k ! I licar a souiul of aivjuiali 

111 my own nillvc laiul ; 
lUutlircii, ilooinca in cliaui^ to InnsnlKli, 

Lin to heaven Uic suppliant liun.l, 
And despairing, 

Dcatli tlic end of wcc demand. 

1*1 «8 raise om supplication 

Kor tlic wrctcliud sulTorins slave, 
All whose life is desolation, 

All whose hope in in the grave ; 
God of mercy ! 

Prom thy throne, O hear and save. 

Those in bonds we would renicnilicr 

As if we with them were bound ; 
For each crushed, each sulTerin:: meml.cr 

Ix-t our sympathies abound, 
Till our labors 

Spread the smile ol freedom round. 

Kven now the word is spolten ; 

Slavery's cruel power must cease. 
From the bound the chain be broltcn, 
Captives hail the kind rcle.ise,*' 

While in splendor 
Comes to reisn the Prince of Peace. 



Get off the TmcU. 

— Dan lurkn: 

IIo! tho car Emancipation 

Rides majestic ihro' our nation, 

Bonrlng on its train the story, 

Liberty! a nation's glory. 

Roll it along, thro' the nation, 
Freedom's car, Emancipttion '. 

First of all the train, and groator, 
Speeds tho dauntless Liberator, 
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t)invnnl cliocrod nmiti liosnnnns 
And llip wnvingr of free hnnnors. 

Roll it nionir ! sprond j our ImmioiH, 
W)iilc till) i)00j)l(.' sliont liosnnniis. 

.Aim of vnrioiis prcdilcrtions, 
Friglitcnod, run in nil directions; 
Morclinnta, editors, pljysicinns, 
Lawyers, prirsts, nnd politicinnfl. 

(•ct out of the way I every station! 

('Itnr the track of 'mnncipntioii ! 

I,pt the ministers and cliurdics 
Leave behind soctnritin lurches; 
Jump on board the Car of Freedom, 
Ere it bo too late to need thorn. 

.Sound the alarm! Pulpits thunder! 

Ere too lato you see your blunder! 

I'ollticians gazed, astounded. 
When, at first, our boll resounded: 
Freight trains are coming, tell these foxos, 
With our TiOtrs nnd hallot boxes. 

Jump for your lives! politicians, 
From your dnngerous, false positions. 

K.iilroads to Emancipation 

Cannot rest on Clay foundation. 

And the road that Polk erects us, 

Loads to Slavery, and to Texas! 

Pull up tho rails! Emancipation 
Cannot rest on such foundation. 

All true fiionds of Emancipaiion, 
Ilasto to Froadoni's railroad station; 
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Quick into tho cnrs got scatoil, 

All is ready and completed. 

Put on tho steam! all are crying, 
And tho liberty flogs are flying. 

Now ogain tho bell is tolling, 

Soon you'll sco tho car-whocls rolling : 

Hinder not their destination, 

Chartorod Tor Emancipation. 

Wood up the fire! keep it flashinjr, 
While tho trnin goes onward dasliino-. 

Hear tho mighty car-wheels humming! 

Now look out ! the Enginc^s coming! 

Church and statesmen ! hear the thunder! 

Clear the track or you'll fall under. 
Got off tho track! all arc singing. 
While tho Liberty hell is ringing. 

On, tiiumphaiit soo thorn bearing, 
Through sectarian rubbisli tearing ; 
Tho boll and whistle and the steaming. 
Startle thousands from their dreaming. 

Look out for tho cars wlulo the boll ring 
Ero the sound your funeral knoll rings. 

Soo the people run to meet usj 

At tho depots thousands greet us; 

All take seats with exultation. 

In tho Car Emancipation. 

Huzza! Huzza!! Emancipation 
Soon will bless our happy nation, 
Huzza! Huzza! Huzza!!! 
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einvc Olrl luoiirnliijs l«cr Failii 

They say I was but four years old 

When father was sold away; 
Yet I have novorsoon his face 

Since that sad parting day. 
IJo wont whore brightorilowrjts gro 

Bcnoath the Southern skies; 
Oh who will show mc on the ma|) 

Where that far country lies? 

I begged him. "father, do not go! 

For, since niy mother died, 
1 love no one so well as you ;" 

And, clinging to his side, ' 
The tears camo gushing down my vh. 
^ Until my eyes wore dim ; 
Some were in sorrow for the doad, 

And some in love for him. 

IIo knelt and prayed of God above, 

"My little daughter spare. 
And let us both hero meet again, 

O keep hor in thy care." 
He does not como.WI watch for him 

At evening twilight grey, 
Till every shadow wears his sI.:;po, 

Along the grassy way. 

I muse and listen a!l alone, 
When stormy winds are high, 

And thin?c I hear his tender tone. 
And call, but no reply; 

And so I've done those four long years. 
Without a friend or homo. 
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Yet every ilrcnm of hope is vnin,— 
Why ilon'i my father como? 

Kullior— JoarfaiJicr, arc you sick, 

Upon a stranger sliorc?— 
Tho people say it nnisl be so— 

O Boinl to me once moro, 
And let your little daughter come, 

To soothe your restless bod, 
And hold the cordial to your lip% 
And prcBS your aching he ad. 

Ahis!— 1 fear me he ia dead !— 

Who will m V trouble sharo 1 
Or tell mo whore liis form is hud. 

And let mo travel there 7 
By mother's tomb 1 love to sit, 

Where the green branches wave : 
Cood pcoplol help a friendless child 

To find her father's grave. 



The Slave and her Bab«. 

O, massa, let mo stay, to catch 
My baby's sobbing breath; 
His little glassy eye to watch. 

And smooth his limbs in dra h. 
And cover him with grass and Irat, 

Bonnalh the plantain irae! 
It is not sullonness, but gnef- 

O, massa, pity ' 
(;.Hlgavc mobnbe-a preciovs boon. 

To cheer my lonely heart, 
But massa called to work too soon, 
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Ami I nnisl iioc(?h dcpnrt. 
'I'lic iiioin wjis cliill — I spoke no word, 

]>iit feared my Imlio micflil dio, 
Aiu] Jioard alJ day, or llioiiglil I lifard. 

My litllo baljy cry. 

At noon — O, Iiow I rani and took 

My l»al)y to my i)rcasll 
I lin^orod— 'and tlic Ionj>' lasli broke 

My sleeping infant's rest. 
1 worked till nijrht — till darkffit nijflit. 

In torture and dlsgr-'ce; 
Went home, and watched till morning It/fht, 

'J'o t;ce my Iniby's face. 

The fulness from its cl'.oek was gone, 

Tho sparkle from its eye; 
Now hot, like firo, now cold, like stone, 

I knvm my babe must die. 
I worked upon plantation ground, 

Though faint with woo and droad, 
Then ran, or flew, and hero T found — 

See massn, almost dead. 

Then givo mo but one little hour — 

O! do not lash mo so! 
One little liour — one little hour — 

And gratefully I'll go. 
Ah nic! the whip has cut my boy, 

1 heard his feeble scream ; 
No mare— farewell my only joy, 

My life's first gladsome dream ! 

I lay theo on tho lonely sod, 
The heaven is bright above; 



Mi:;CULLASKOlTS SONGS. 

Thcso Clirlstlans boast tUoy hnvo n C 
Ami say his name is Love : 

p gentle, lo\ing God, look Uowu! 
My dyiny biiby see ; 

Tlio morcy that from oarllv is flown. 
Perhaps may dwell with Tiieu! 

Be Free, O Man, br Frcr. 

The storm-winds wildly blowing, 

Tha buvstlny: billowg mock, 
As, with thoir foam-crosls glowina-, 

Thoy dash the sea-girt rot k ; 
Amid the wild commotion, 

The rovcl of the son, 
A voico is on the ocean, 

Be free, O man, bo free. 

Behold the sea-brino leapin.:; 

High in the mnrky air; 
List to the tempest swooping 

In chainlcss fury thorc. 
What moves tho mighty torrent. 

And bids it flow abroad? 
Or turns the rapid current? 

What, but tho voice of God] 

Then, answ^or, is the spirit 

Loss noble or less free? 
F'rom whom docs it inherit 

Tho doom of slavery ? 
When man can bind the waters, 

That thoy no longer roll. 
Then lot him forgo tho fetters 

To clog the human soul. 
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Till then a voice is stoaling 

From oarlh and soa, and sky, 
And to tho soul rovoaling 

Its immortnlily. 
The swift wind chants the numbers 

Careering o'er tho soa, 
And earth aroused from sliinibors, 

Re-echoes, "Man, bo froo." 



Stolen wc were. 

Stolon wo wore from Africa, 

Transported to America; 

Its work all day and half the night. 

And rise before tho morning light; 
Sinner! man! why dont you repent 
For tho judgment is rolling around! 

Liko tho bruto boast in public street, 
Enduro the cold and stand tho heat; 
King Jesus told you once before 
To go your way and sin no more ; 
Sinner! man! &c. 

If o'er I roach the Northorn shuro, 
I'll ne'er go back, no, never more; 
I think I hoar those ladies say, 
Wo'll sing for Froedom night and day ; 
Sinner! man! &c. 

Now lot us all, yes, every man, 
Voto for tho Slave, for now wo can ; 
Break ovory yoke and every chain. 
And make tho slave a man again; 
Sinner! man! &p. 
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Conio let us go fur James G. Birnoy, 
Who soils not flesh ai d blooil for money 
Ho is tho mnn you all can (oo, 
Who gave his slaves ihoir liberty; 
Sinner! man! &c. 

We hail ihco as an lionost Man, 
God niado tlioo on his noblest plan ; 
To stand for freedom in that hour, 
To thrust a blow at Slavery's power; 
Sinner! man! &c. 



Be Ktnd to cnch ollirr. 
Be kind to each other! 

Tho night's coming on, 
When friend and when brother 

Porchanco may be gone! 
Then 'midst our dejection, 

How sweet to have earned 
Tho blest recollection. 

Of kindness— returned! 

When day hath departed, 

And memory keeps 
Her watch, broken-hearted. 

Where all she loved sleeps! 
Lot falsehood assail not, 

Nor envy disprove — 
Lot trifles prevail not 

Against those yo love! 

Nor change with to-morrow. 
Should fortune take wing, 
But the"deopor the sorrow, 
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Tho closer still cling! 
Oil! 1)0 kind to onch other! 

The night's comin? oii, 
When friend and wljcn brother 

Porchiinco may bo gone. 

Ilyinu for Chiltlrcn. 

Mil— Jitist Lucy Long. 
■W hilo we arc Imppy here, 

In joy and peace and love, 
We'll raise our hearts, with holy fonr, 

To thee, great God, above. 

God of our infant hours! 

Tho music of our tongues, 
Tho worship of our noblor powers. 

To theo, to thoe belongs. 

Tho little trembling slavo 

Shall feel our sympathy; 
O God ! arise with might to save, 

And sot tlio captive free. 

No parent's holy care 

Provides for him repose. 
But oft the hot and briny tear, 

In sorrow freely flows. 

The God of Abraham praise. 

The curse he will remove; 
The slavo shall wolcomo happy days. 

With liberty and love. 

Pray without teas ng, j lay, 

Yo saints of God Most Hio-h, 
That all who hail this glorious day, 

M ly h:ivc their liberty. 
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* The Fiisillvo eiiivc to the ClirlNtinii. 

Tho fottors gallod my wonry soul — 
A soul that socinod hut thrown away; 
I spurned tlic tyrn n-i bnao control, 
Resolved at Inst tho man to play: — 

Tlio hounds are haying on my trai-k ; 

O Christian! will you send mo hack? 

I felt tho stripost the lash I saw, 
Red, dripping with a father's gore; 
And, worst of all tljoir lawless law, 
Tho insults that my mother bore! 

Tho hounds are baying on my track, 
0 Christian! will you send me back? 

Where human law o'er rules Divine, 
Beneath tho sheriff's hammer foil 
My wife and babes, — I call them mine, — 
And whore they suffer, who can tell? 
The hounds are baying on my trjck, 
O Christian! will you send me back? 

I soo!v a home whore man is man, 
If such thoro bo upon this earth. 
To draw my kindred, if I can, 
Around its free, though humble hoartli. 
Tho hounds are baying on my track, 
O Christian! will you send me back? 



What menus thnt Sad mud Duiuinl TiOolt ? 

What means that sad and dismal look. 

And why those falling tears? 
No voice is heard, no word is spoke, 

Yet nought but grief appears. 
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Ah! Mother, hast thou over known 

The pain of purling lies? 
Was ovor infant from ihoo torn 

And sold bofuro thine oyos? 

Say, would not grioHJiy bosom swoll? 

Thy tears like rivers flow? 
Should some rude rufHan seizo and soil 

The child thou lovost so? 

There's fooling in a Mothcr^s breast, 

Though colored bo hor skin! 
And though at Slavery's foul bohesl, 

She musl not weop for kin. 

I had a lovely, smiling cliil J, 

It sat upon my knee ; 
And oft a tedious hour beguiled. 

With merry heart of glee. 

That child was from my bosom torn, 

And sold before my eyes; 
With outstretched arms, and looks forlorn, 

It uttered piteous cries. 

Mother! dear Moiher! — take, 0 take 

Thy lielpless little one ! 
Ah! then I thought my heart would break ; 

My child — my child was gone. 

Long, long ago, my child they stole. 

But yet my grief remains ; 
These tears flow freely — and my s«ul 

In bitterness complains. 
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Then nak not why "my dismal look," 

Nor why my "falling tears," 
Such wrongs, what human hoart con brook? 

No hope for mo appaurs. 

Sing mo a Triiiiiiiili (Song. 

fiiig mo a triumph song, 
Roll the glad notes along, 

Groat God, to thoo! 
Thino bo tho glory bright. 
Source of all poworand might! 
For thou hast said, in might, 

Man shall bo free. 

Sing mo a triumph song, 
Lot all tho sound prolong. 

Air, earth, and sea, 
Down falls tho tyrant's power. 
Sec his dread minions cowor; 
Now, from this glorious hour, 

Man will be free. 

Sing me a triumph song. 
Sing in tho mighty throng. 

Sing Jubilee! 
Let the broad wolkin ring, 
While to Heaven's mighty King, 
Honor and praise wo sing. 

For man is free. 



li\DEX. 



A Hcacoii lias been Lisliteil, - 
Auld Lang Sync al School, 

Brothers 1)0 brave for the Pining Slave, 
Be Free, O man, be Free, 
Be kind to each othcr,- 

Gct off the Truck 

Hail, all ht.iI, thou merry month of Mav, 
Hark, I bear h sound of anguish. 
Hymn for Chilu'ren, . . 

O ! Pity the Slave Mother, . 
Over the Mountain, • 

Patriotic Song, , 

Swiss Boy, 
Sunrise, 

Strike for Liberty, 
Song of the Coflle-gang, - 
Slaves Lamentation, 
Slave Girl mourning her Father, 
Stolen wc were, - 
Sing me a Triumph Song, • 

The Bereaved Father, . 
Tlie Yankee Girl, 
The Clarion of Freedom, 
The Blind Slave Boy, 
The Liberty Ball, 
The Stranger and his Friend, 
fhe Seasons, 

The Fugitive and the Christian, • 
Gardener with his shovel. 



INDJIX, 



Tho Rwiss Toy Gill, • • • • - n 

'I'lio Fugitive, ...... Kj 

The VUy to Contentment, ■ . . . . -17 

Tho Poor Lllllo Slave, . " - - . . lu 

The Might « Ith tho Kicht, • • • . . 2I( 

Tho Rtrawbclry, . - . . > . sii 

Tho Paper House, • • . - . . • 24 

Tho Ucroaveil Mother, - .... 27 

Tho Slave and her IJabe, . • • . -38 

Wliat means that sad arid dismal look, . . 41 

We're for Freedom through tho luiid, - - -31 

\V|ike, Sons of the Pilgrims, • • • . 2!) 

We're Qomlng, we're coming, • . -28 

We aro come, all come, ..... 0 

Winter Song, , . - . . . - - IS 

Welcome to fi ;hool, - ■ • . . 22 

Woko ye Numbers, . • • • • - 25 



Yc Sons of Freemen, ..... 0 
Ye Spirits of tho Free, • • - • - 23 



